FUNNYMAN 




FUNNYMAN 




-SOMEHOW THAT LIGHTNING-' 
BOLT TRANSPORTED BOTH TH' 
JET JALLOPy "AN-ME BACK TA 




(SOB)-MAROONED IN TH' PAST/Y YOU DO NOT 
..NEVER CSOB.O TA SEE JUNE'S APPEAR TOO 
SWEET FACE AGAIN. ..OR (506.';/ BAD A LOT. 
TH' HOMELY PUSS O' SGT. J/ COME.' I WILL 
HARRISAN...OR HOT DOSS, T> TAKE YOU TO 
OR ICE CREAM - , OR BASE- J{ KING ARTERY.', 
BALL GAMES.. 

(sob;//;.. 




FUNNYMAN 




TUNNYMMi 




FUNNYMAN 



WHACKINS HIM WITH A BLADDER . 




FUNNYMAN 



A LITTLE DAMP BEHIND THE EARS, 




FUNNYMAN 




FUNNYMAN 




BUT, AFTER THE GLAPHAPPY 
9LUG6BK LEAVES THE 
PLOTTERS' PRESENCE: . . . 



WHEW/ GOOD THINS I SPILL- 
ED OUT HALF THAT DRUGGEq 
DRINK, UNNOTICED BY THE 
QUEEN. I HAD JUST ENOUGH 
WILL-POWER TO SUCCESSFULLY 
GCHMBRLIKTS AUTO 



FUNNYMAN 




fUNHYMAH 




FUNNYMAN 




FUNNYMAN 




THE COLOSSAL CREATURE COUSHS — 
RUBS ITS WATERING EYES UNCOM- 

PREHENDINGLY THEN. .. LAUGHS 

AND LAUGHS, AND LAUGHS ! 



STILL CACKLING, BUT HALF-BLINDED, 
THE MONSTER CONTINUES ITS 
ATTEMPT" TO DESTROY THEHL 
VEXINS FOE.' 




FUNNYMAN 




FUNNYMAN 



FUNNYMAN'S BULLET PIERCES A POPE 
SUSPENDING AN ORNAMENTAL SHIELD 
A FEW FEET BEFORE AND ABOVE 
KING ARTERY'S HEAD. 



QUICK— WHILE THE- HilN&S 1, 
©UARDS AKE DISTRACTED. KILL. 
HIM/ THE ASSASSIN WIL.L. 
RECEIVE ONE -FOURTH OF THE 
KIN&DOM.' , 

r HE'6,1 I NO- tli 

MINE)( MINE HI 




FUNNYMAN 




NEXT INST ANT- -FUNNYMAN AND 
JET-JALLOPY MATERIALIZE IN THE 
DAI?< OF NIGHT. 




FUNNYMAN 




FUNNYMAN 



STOP ACTING ^* 
KB YOU'VE NEVER. 
SEEN A MAN UM SHORTS 
BEFORE,AND STRIP OFF 




< I'LL DROP IN ON 

S6JT HARRI6AN FOR. 

SOME MORE INSIDE «_ 

TIPS ON "THE ART OF 

SCIENTIFIC CRIME 




FUNNYMAN 





^ND IN THE PENTHOUSE J- C"-THE 1~ 
OF LARRY DAVIS. ONLY WAY 

I CAN MAKE^ 



IF YOU'RE NOT GOING 
TO CONTRIBUTE ANY" 
• QUIPS TO THE GAG 

SESSION, THE. 

YOU CAN DO IS 
.CHEERFUL! 1 

GING US DOWN 




PTOSGT. 
HARRISAN 

FOR THE DIRTY, 
TRICK I •* 

INWITTINGLY 
PLAYED ON, 
HIM, IS TO ■* 
RECAPTURE 
SLIPPERY 
SUM.' BUT 
HOW??-".) 



GfleXT DAY. IN AN UNDERWORLD DIVE, 
SLIPPERY SLIM EGOTISTICALLY 
RELATES HIS LATEST EXPLOIT. 



GENTS, BREAKING \M GRANTED.' 

OUT OF JAIL IS AN J BUT NEED YOUSE 
ART, ASCIENCE — J^R'MIND US O' IT 
> AND/ AM THE UN- -4JOVER 'N OVER, 




FUNNYMAN 




LISTEN TO THIS.' 

" BORIS POROUS, famed 

MOVIE PRODUCER OF SUCH 
HITS AS l QONE WITH THE 
BREEZE' AMD 'FOREVER, 
AMBERGRIS/ PLANS TO VISIT 

, SOT. HARRiQAW TODAY AT* 

4 O'CLOCK. MISSION: HE WANTS 
TO FILM A SUPER-EPIC BASED 
ON THE CAREER. OF 
SLIPPERY SLIM. . 



FUNNYMAN 



W I SAW THAT ITEM IN _ 
WWCHiS COLUMN. WELL, 



BUX 
■SERGEANT, 
IT'S NO SOAP. I WON'T HELP ] SIR. 
YOU PREPARE A FILM ABOUT 




FUNNYMAN 




THE 



GANGSTER 

by Ray Gardner 



MITTS TARRANT fancied himself as an 
amateur gangster. Not that he wouldn't 
, Take money for being a gangster; he 
just hadn't thought of a way to make it pay 
off for him yet. "It's all on account of I'm 
so careful," he would tell his cronies down in 
the Marble Hill section of town. "I never 
make a mistake." 

He never did, either — well, hardly ever. 

Mitts came from the same part of town as 
the rest of the bunch. Marble Hill used to be 
the place for swells, about fifty years ago. Now 
it was just a batch of tenements, where guys 
like Mitts were born, year in and year out. 
<5nly most of them weren't as dumb as Mitts, 
Or as smart, whichever way you want to look 
at it. * 

Asa starter, Mitts collected guns. He found 
an old Webley automatic, took it apart with 
his big hands, polished and cleaned it. Mitts 
had large hands, with long fingers, and could 
work wonders with tiny things like watch 
works or delicate springs on guns. He could 
have been a watch-maker. But Mitts wanted 
to be a gangster. And the Webley was his start. 

After the Webley, came a Colt and a Smith- 
and-Wesson. He kept all three oiled and 
cleaned and neatly polished. He bought old 
holsters in the pawnshops and wore them all 
over himself, under his armpits, around his 
waist, and tucked under his trouser legs. Once 
he even went so far as to fashion a holster 
for a tiny automatic so he could carry it in 
his hat. He thought that was a good idea, 
except that when Mitts first put his new 
holster on display, a catch loosened and the 
gun fell out, hit the floor, and shot Rocky 
Nagle through the big toe. Rocky was a pretty 
tough boy. Mitts beat it before he could climb 
back up off the floor with his own rod out and 
spitting flame and lead. 

Mitts went into hiding then, and two months 
later an F.B.I, squad headed by Jim Fallon cut 
Rocky down when he foolishly tried to argue 
with a dozen G-man machine-guns. Mitts came 
back to town, with a Thompson sub-machine 
gun as part of his collection. He \ 
that he was ready for bu 



His first job was the Last National Bank. 
Mitts loaded himself down with all his 
weapons, hired a taxi and got out a block from 
the bank. Checking the address from a news- 
paper clipping which announced that ten mil- 
lion dollars had been deposited 1 yesterday at 
the bank, he started off. 

Outside the revolving doors, Mitts looked) 
around, saw the sidewalk momentarily empty, 
then yanked his two biggest revolvers an4 
leaped in. 

"Stick 'em up \ Get 'em up f One fatee mav© 
and I shoot to kill!" he roared*. .. 

The bank was very quiet. Everybody had) 
their hands up. Everybody, that is, but four 
desperate-looking characters with masks over 
"their faces, who stood gawking at the heavily 
armed Mitts. 

"My golly!" thought Mitts, "11m rob&fng 3 
bank that's already being robbed!" 

He tried to shove his guns back into his 
pockets, but one of them went off. The masked 
men figured Mitts was shooting at them, so 
they whirled and fired back. Bullets zipped 
past him. He turned to run, heard a police 
siren wailing. Then the masked men were on 
top of him, knocking him down and rushing 
wildly over his prostrate body in a headlong 
dash for the street. 

Mitts staggered up and ran in the opposite 
direction, dropping pistols as he ran . ., . . 



Next day Mitts stared at the morning paper 
in disgust ! 

"How d'ya like dat?" he asked hia cup of 
coffee. " 'Unknown Hero Saves Ten Million 
. In Bank Holdup !' I set out to rob dat bank— 
and turn out to be a hero! It's disgusting!" 

He walked up and down his room, hands be- 
hind his back. "I gotta think of something to 
save my reputation. I just gotta! Hmmm... 
I'm no good at robbin'. Maybe I could knock 
spmebody off and get myself a reputation. 
Dat's it! I'll pull a stickup and if the guy 
shows fight, I'll bump 'im off!" 

Mitts loaded himself down with the rest of 
his guns, and when it was dark, he set out on 
a walk around the town. He came finally to a 
dark alleyway near a theatre, where he saw 
a well-dressed man standing in the gloomy 
shadows near the stage door. 

"Boy, dat guy in ripe fer da pickin'! Look 
at dat swell tuxedo he's got. Wheee! Dis'll be 

Mitts tiptoed up behind the man, thrust the 
cold, round muzzle of his gun into the stran- 
ger's back. "Up with 'em, friend. Don't try no 
fight — or I blast ya!" 

The man did not move. Mitts nudged him' 
again, harder, with the end of his gun. "Ya 
hear me, bud? Turn around, wise guy!" < 

The man was still. Mitts lost his temper,/ 



slammed the barrel of his gun against the 
man's head. The man whirled, leaped at Mitts, 
Mitts went over backwards, both guns roaring 
and flaming hot lead. 

He heard the bullets thud into the man's 
' body — thummp! thummp! thummp! The man 
rolled over, free of Mitts. Without another 
look, his heart pounding, Mitts went tearing 
off down the alleyway. 

Mitts exulted, "Boy, oh boy! Wait'll de 
gang on Marble Hill hears- about dis. I'm a 
moiderer, I am ! Dere's probably a police 
dragnet out for me right now. I better go into 
hiding!" 

And Mitts slowed his pace, swung to the 
left and ran. out onto a brightly lighted side- 
walk. He muttered, "Dey won't lqok'fer me 
here where everybody is walkin' and talk in*. 
Dis is really using me brains." 

A little old lady was standing at the curb, 
looking very helpless as she stared back and 
forth at the lines of moving cars. 

She said wistfully as Mitts came within ear- 
shot, "Dear, dear. I don't think I'm ever going 
to cross this street." 

An inspiration came to Mitts. He grinned, 
"Lemme^help ya, lady?" 

"Oh, sir. You're so good. It would be a 
pleasure!" 

"Da pleasure s all mine," replied Mitts, tak- 
ing-her elbow. He was thinking, "Da coppers 
will never suspect a guy helpin' an old lady 
across the street. Dis is a swell cover-up for a 
killer!" 

When they had crossed the street, the old 
lady beamed at Mitts and said, "You're such a 
kind gentleman, I insist you come into my 
house while I make you a cup of tea." 

This was perfect, thought Mitts ! The police 
would never find him now! He was safe! 

"Thank you, lady. I'll be glad to." 

They walked slowly down one street and up 
the next, past a row of brownstorie houses 
and into a dark sidestreet. 

"Okay, sucker!" snapped the "old lady." 
"Hand over your wallet !" 

"HUH?" cried Mitts. "Hey, you ain't no 
dame! You're a—" 

"That's right. A stickup man. Fork over, 
bud !" 

Mitts stared attthe deadly little automatic 
the "old lady" held, then reached into his back 
pocket and passed over his wallet. 

"At least," he said to himself, "I still got the 
satisfaction of knowin' I bumped off a guy 
earlier tonight!" 

Mitts slammed the newspaper against the 
sunlight-dappled wall of his apartment in dis- 
gust. 

"How d'ya like dat? A clothing dummy! I 
shot a clpthing dummy last night! Da whole 
city must be laughin' at my stupidity! Boy, 
r l'U never get to.be Public Enemy Number One 



at dis rate. Or even number one-hundred! I 
gotta think of somethin' else!" 

Mitts went for a walk to calm down and 
think clearly. As he was passing a neat section 
of the city, he saw a little boy about nine years 
old playing catch. The boy was well-dressed, 
clean, and apparently the son of well-to-do 
parents. 

Mitts began to grin. "Maybe I been missin' 
my opportunity. It's kidnapping 1 . Sure, dat's 
my racket from now on. All I gotta do is lure 
the brat — " 

He ran to the nearest stationery store and 
bought five cents' worth of bubble gum. "He'll 
fall fer dis, all right," chortled Mitts, as he. 
sauntered carelessly along the sidewalk. 

"Hiya, kiddo," he said to the boy. "Ya like 
bubble gum?" 

"With me it's a.business," the boy said. "I'm 
block champion at blowing up the' stuff!" 

"Ya are?" asked Mitts in surprise. "I was 
champeen of school 3526 when I was in da 
,fift' grade. Hey — let's have a contest !" 

So, chewing their bubble-gum, warming up 
to the real contest with four- and five-inch 
bubbles, Mitts and the boy went into the park. 

Mitts put all his effort into one huge bubble. 
It grew and grew and grew — and blew up in 
his face! He was covered with deflated bubble- 
gum that hid his eyes, was all over his shirt 
front, and on his cheeks. 

"Moider!" roared Mitts. "I'm a disgrace to 
da profession of gangster! Suppose da coppers 

"Sssssh," whispered the boy. "Come along 
wth me. I'll take you to my Boys' Club. Adults 
aren't allowed, but you can hide in a closet 
there while I get your clothes cleaned." 

The boy led Mitts by the hand across the 
street, up a sidewalk and down another. They 
tiptoed into a room. Mitts, still with the bub- 
ble-gum on his face, let himself be put in a 
closet. He took off his shirt and coat and 
handed them to the boy. 

The boy slammed the locker door. He said, 
"I'll send somebody to let you out, mister. In 
the meantime, don't bother looking for your 
coat. I'm taking it back with me. I'm helping 
myself to what's in your pockets. So long- 
gangster!" 

Mitts roared. He fumbled for the door. 
There was no handle on the inside. -He 
going to have to wait here, shirtless and coat- 
less, for somebody to let him out. 

"I'm quittin'l" he yelled. "I'm goin' ir 
some other means of making a few cents, 
pretty bad when a guy sets out to kidnap a 
kid — and winds up gettin' kidnapped hi 
self!" 

Today Mitts is a reformed gangster. You 
want to know what he does? Sssssh . , . don't 
tell anybody. He grows petunias. Does very 
nicely, too. THE ENlj 



FUNNYMAN 




FUNNYMAN 




®UT OP THIS 
UNION OP 
CHAMPION 
BROAD- 
JUMPER AND 
CHAMPION ■ 
HI6H-JUMPER' 
EMERGED 
"LEAPIN' 
LENA" — 
THE HUMAN 
fAMGA/SOO 
— WHO HAS 
CHOSEN TO 
DIRECT HER 
REMARKABLE 
LEAPINS 
TALENTS 
INTO 

CHANNELS 
OF CRIME.' 



FUNNYMAN 




FUNNYMAN 




FUNNYMAN 




^SEP, YOU'ee EIGHT.' AS OF NOW, THE FREE-FOR-ALL 
GAME OF TAG HAS FAILED TO TERMINATE. IN OTHER. 

WORDS. MOE -- DON'T LAY DOWN THAT FUNNY 

BOOK. . .YET.' 



NO SIGHT O' FUNNYMAN/ 

.- DIDN'T THINK TH/ 
SQUIRT WOULD 




FUNNYMAN 



TEE HEE/ NEVER 
COULD RESIST PAINTING 
■MOUSTACHES ON 
■7- PITCHEBS/ 





FUNNYMAN 





And SO PUNNYMANTueNEO LENA AND 
HER MOBSTER ACCOMPLICES OVER. TO 
THE POLICE. LATER — AS LARRY DAVIS . 



" HERE'S YOUR. 
POCKETBOOK BACK 
--TOGETHER WITH 
THE MISSING SCRIPT. 
ANY COMMENTS 



OKAY. SO ^ m 
FUNNYMAN'S NOT 

SUCH A BAD EGG, 
AT THAT. BUT _ 
KINDLY DO NOT 
REMIND ME OP IT 
ANY MORE THAN 
ECESSARY.' 




BAD SKIN? 

Stop Worrying -Abouf Pimples, Blackheads 
and Other Externally Caused Skin Troubles 
Try Skin Doctor's Amazing Simple Directions 
and Be Thrilled with the Difference- 
Often So Much 

CLEARER 191 JUST ONE SHORT WEEK 
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mail your name and addfess to 


"which b"o*mVi„1 
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V^cbN STELLA TiO am 

*^ BALL POINT PEN ' ***¥ 



LIGHTER 

You Get BOTH In ONE 

$198 




AMERICAN MERCHANDISING COMPANY, 9 Madison Avenue, Montgomery 4, Alo. Dept. PL 23 



HERE'S REAL "BIG SHOT" FLASH! 



Personalized INITIAL 




(JIM $ JV 

RING 3 



98 



With TWO 






f 

j£^ SIMULATED 

DIAMONDS §k?# -SSSEB^sSSJpS 

AMSBCAN MKHAMISINC COMPANY, INC., 9 Mattoi A.sm», Montgonar 4, Ala.Dept. IR4I 



AMERICA'S GREATEST JUNIOR TYPEWRITER VALUE! 



P^"* famous 

^itnpfox PORTABLE 

TYPEWRITER 

»»J!H«i.lJUlJ!BllIH» 




day. Then pay postman 
only $2.98 plus postage. Or 
send cash and we pay 
postage. If not delighted 
return untampered within 
lOdays for a speedy refund. 

AMERICAN MERCHANDISING 



PERFECT FOR SCHOOL WORK... 

...IDEAL FOR SMALL BUSINESSES! 

Yes, it's back again . . . but only in limited quan- 
tities] We've managed to obtain a limited number of 
these fast, efficient typewriters that we can offer you at a price 
you can't beat! Now, for only $2.98 you can enjoy the speed and 
accuracy of a Simplex Typewriter with new improved features: 
ir Automatic Inking Operation * An Individual Key For Each Letter 
* Jiffy Spacing Bar * Shifts From CAPITAL to SMALL LETTERS 

ifeqffie&f like to make a big hit with teachers and get better 

% Mj grades in school? It's easy when you turn in neat, accurately 
A * typed papers. Don't delay a moment longer! Order your Simplex 
Portable Typewriter today and find out how much fun it is to do 
your homework the easy, time-saving way! 

COMPANY, 9 Madison Avenue, Montgomery 4, Ala. Dept. ST 1 9 
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WHAT A SM€r SURPRISE 




GOOQ FUH * Birthdays are special days; Baby Ruth is special candy! 
That luscious, chewy goodness suits you any time — get 
a real taste-treat today by eating delicious Baby Ruth! 

GOOQ FOOCI '. Birthdays or any occasion — Baby Ruth candy helps 
replenish energy and pep you up! Baby Ruth is 
rich in dextrose, sugar your body uses directly for 
energy! 



CURTiSS CANDY COMPANY' Producers of Fine Foods • CHICAGO 13, ILL. 



